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Separation Day is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

Even though this book is a work of fiction, these events are told in our Bible that they will occur at some point in the future.
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” We tell you this directly from the Lord: We who are still living when the Lord returns will not meet him ahead of those who have died. For the Lord himself will come down from heaven with a commanding shout, with the voice of the archangel, and with the trumpet call of God. First, the believers who have died will rise from their graves. Then, together with them, we who are still alive and remain on the earth will be caught up in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. Then we will be with the Lord forever. “

1 Thessalonians 4:15-17 NLT

Preface

For as long as I can remember, sermons and Bible studies on the book of Revelation stirred something deep inside me. I would sit and listen, sometimes as a boy, sometimes as a grown man, wondering if those words were only prophecy for a far-off future, or if they might break into my own lifetime.

Those lessons spoke of seals being opened, of kingdoms rising and falling, of darkness spreading across the earth. They painted a picture of a world on the edge of judgment, where every choice mattered and every soul stood at a crossroads. And each time I heard those passages, I carried them home with me, into my quiet moments. I thought about how fragile our lives really are, and how quickly everything familiar could vanish if those days truly came.

Separation Day was born out of those thoughts—born out of that lingering question: what if it did happen while we were still here? What would it look like to wake up and find the world divided in ways you never imagined? What would it feel like to watch prophecy unfold not in the pages of Scripture alone, but in the streets outside your door?

This book is not a sermon. It is not a Bible study. It is a story—a story built on that lifelong wondering. It blends fear, faith, and the human struggle to hold on to hope when everything else has been stripped away.

When you read these pages, know that they come from hours of sitting, of thinking, of asking the same question I have asked for years: if Revelation comes in my time, am I ready?

 

 This is a work of fiction, but its foundation rests on truths foretold in Scripture. The book of Revelation offers a glimpse into what lies ahead.

When believers are called away, the world will be thrown into sudden chaos. Cars will tear down streets without drivers. Aircraft will plummet from the skies without pilots. Machinery will continue to roar to life, yet no hands will guide it.

For those left behind, the terror will be immediate and unrelenting. Some of the scenes in this story may feel graphic, but they reflect the stark reality of what the world will face in that moment. The truth is simple: when that day arrives, the earth will no longer be a place anyone would want to remain.
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31 “When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with him, he will sit on his glorious throne. 32 All the nations will be gathered before him, and he will separate the people one from another as a shepherd separates the sheep from the goats. 33 He will put the sheep on his right and the goats on his left.”

Matthew 25: 31-33
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Chapter 1


 

Signs in the Church yard

 

 

7:28 a.m. Central

“With the leaders of this world in talks of joining and creating a one-world government, everyone’s lives will rapidly change throughout the world.”

Steven Snyder’s voice rolled through the dashboard speakers like gravel grinding against metal, distorted by static that made every word buzz as if insects had crawled inside the wires. Josh gripped the wheel, his knuckles paling, while the hum of his car filled the space between each syllable. Outside, the sky hung pale and undecided, a thin gray curtain before the sun made up its mind whether to blaze or hide.

“This will not be good for anyone but the leaders that are in control,” Snyder continued, his cadence slow and deliberate, words sinking into the cabin like stones dropped into water. Even after the voice moved on, the weight of the warning lingered.

Josh, thirty-two, carried the look of a man used to being alone: a jaw always tight, eyes that rarely softened, a face that had learned not to expect kindness. He’d lived enough years to collect mistakes like souvenirs.

No marriage. No children. Not even family anymore.

They’d tried—his parents, his sisters—countless phone calls, Sunday invitations, late-night arguments, tearful pleas. They wanted him in church, to find faith like a life vest. But Josh didn’t want saving. He wanted distance, freedom, silence. One day, he stopped answering calls, shut the door, burned the bridge. Left Savannah, Georgia, with its thick humid air and tang of saltwater that clung to the skin.

Five years ago, Birmingham became his new ghost town. He told no one. Packed. Drove. Vanished. His family’s voices became echoes from another lifetime; whispers carried on a wind he no longer acknowledged.

Working from home made the disappearance easier. Head of Human Resources: the title sounded weighty, but it was a job done with emails and screens. He sat at the top of the pyramid, invisible, issuing orders while two lower-level HR reps handled the messy, human part. Once a month, he was required to show up at the plant, shake hands, remind people he wasn’t a ghost. He slipped in, slipped out, careful not to be seen by the people he’d abandoned.

Not a brother. Not a son. Not anymore.

“Not only we as a country, but we as a world need to find a way to stop this,” Snyder’s voice pressed, straining now, urgency climbing like a preacher at the pulpit. “They want to put an end to paper money and make everything electronic. Which, for most people, sounds like a good idea. No longer having to keep up with currency, to have it all electronically. But why do you think the government is pushing that agenda?”

Josh adjusted his grip, nails tapping the plastic steering wheel, eyes narrowing on the bend in the road ahead.

“Once there is no paper currency, they will gain full control of the banks. That is—if they don’t already. With full control of the banks, then they have full control of your money, my friends.”

A pause. The faint hiss of the mic filled the gap like a snake coiling in the dark.

“Once that happens, and we no longer have control of our money, then we will have no control of our lives. As we go to break, think about this, everyone. We’ll be right back. Here are some words from our sponsors.”

The heavy voice was replaced instantly by an obnoxious, cheerful jingle—cartoonish voices selling fast food, cars, insurance. The clash made Josh’s lip curl. He spun the knob down, silencing the fake laughter and syrupy cheer.

Silence roared louder than the broadcast had. Only the hum of tires against asphalt, the faint rattle in his dashboard, and his own breath kept him company.

He rolled to a stop at an intersection. The red light glared back at him like a warning. The world felt oddly suspended—cars idling, birds darting in the branches, a morning frozen in place.

To his right, the church stood tall, its steeple a spear puncturing the sky. A crowd had gathered across the lawn, their faces solemn, their steps deliberate, the signs in their hands bobbing in rhythm with their walk.

Josh squinted. An elderly man, skin papery, back bent like a question mark, gripped a sign with both hands. His eyes burned with stubborn fire. The sign declared: It is not too late to turn your life to GOD.

Another caught his attention—a teenager, barely strong enough to hold the wood, arms trembling under the weight. Her sign screamed in scarlet letters: John 3:16. In the morning haze, the letters looked wet, bleeding, as if someone had painted them with fresh blood.

Josh laughed, sharp and mean, the sound bouncing against the closed windows. “Freaks,” he muttered. The word tasted bitter, satisfying. “You people are more doom and gloom than any conspiracy nut on the radio.” His chuckle grew louder, but it curdled in his throat, sour and ugly.

The clock glowed 7:30. The light refused to change. Josh’s patience thinned like stretched wire. He drummed the wheel, flicking his gaze between the signal and the crowd.

And then he saw him.

A boy, maybe ten, stood apart. His hands clutched a sign nearly bigger than his body. The letters crooked, uneven, childlike in their scrawl. But the message was clear, brutal in its simplicity: Be Ready!

7:32 a.m. Central

The words seared Josh’s brain when the sky ripped open.

It began with a sound—louder than thunder, sharper than any explosion he’d ever heard. Not human. Not earthly. A shout, vast and impossible, rolling over the city like a living wave. It rattled his ribcage, clawed his bones.

Then came the trumpet.

It wasn’t brass or wind. It was something older, larger, vibrating in the marrow of creation itself. A note that split the world in half.

Josh screamed, hands clamped over his ears. His skull felt like it would crack, his teeth buzzed against each other. Outside, the church crowd fell to their knees, signs crashing into the grass. Faces twisted in agony; hands pressed against temples as though their skulls were bursting.

Josh bent forward, forehead against the steering wheel, shouting without knowing what he said—pleas, curses, raw sound against the roar. His ears burned, pain dripping down his jaw, into his teeth, sharp and electric.

Then silence.

The absence was worse. The ringing in his ears hollowed the world, making everything tilt, surreal. He lifted his head slowly.

The lawn was empty.

Clothes scattered across the grass, shoes toppled sideways, jackets abandoned mid-fold. The signs lay broken, tilting in the breeze. But the people themselves were gone.

Josh’s chest heaved. “What the…” His throat scraped the words raw.

A crash shattered the stillness. A car smashed into the traffic pole, metal folding like paper. The driver’s seat was empty.

Another screech of tires—a car flew through the intersection, no hands on the wheel. It missed Josh’s bumper by inches, a blur of chrome and shrieking rubber. It tore across the church lawn, smashing through clothes, signs, scattering everything until it hit the brick wall with a terrible crunch.

From the doors, churchgoers poured out—those who had been inside. They carried clothes in their arms, clutching them as though fabric could explain what they’d lost. Their faces broke as they looked at the lawn. And then they collapsed, keening, pressing their faces into the ground, sobbing prayers that dissolved into screams.

Josh knew the posture. He’d seen it in his mother’s living room, his sisters’ bedrooms, Sundays at church.

But prayer didn’t stop the storm now tearing the city apart.

Cars tore past—driverless, wild. Collisions piled at intersections. Steel twisted, glass exploded. At the far corner, a fight broke out—two men, survivors, turning fear into violence, fists cracking against bone as smoke rose from mangled vehicles.

Josh’s pulse pounded. He swerved through chaos, weaving around abandoned cars that littered the road like corpses. His chest hammered with each near miss.

A scream cut through the din. He glanced right.

A woman, bent over the backseat of an SUV, ripped at the straps of a car seat. Tears streaked her face, her mouth open in endless howls. She yanked the seat free, cloth dangling loose. Small sneakers sat toppled in the footwell. But the child was gone. She clutched the shirt against her chest, crumpling to her knees, her screams piercing Josh’s skull even after his car carried him past.

He slapped the radio on, needing something—anything. Snyder’s voice didn’t return. Instead, a new, broken voice filled the speaker: “We do not know what is going on. Steven Snyder just vanished, along with two of our studio workers. This is happening not only around our country, but around the world!”

Josh’s eyes went wide. His hands trembled against the wheel.

A roar on the street snapped his gaze forward. A young man’s car rocketed down the road, panic plastered across his face. Ahead, an empty sedan drifted into the lane. Josh knew what would happen before it did.

The young man’s car slammed into it. Metal shrieked. His body, seat beltless, launched forward and out of his windshield like a missile. Glass shattered, his skull splitting the windshield of the empty car. His body flailed backward, grotesque and weightless, landing fifty feet away in a heap of broken bone and silence.

Josh gagged, bile clawing his throat. He floored the accelerator, turning down an older neighborhood. Houses sagged, porches cracked, bikes rusting in weeds. People stumbled from doorways—some crying, some shouting names into the void, some standing numb as if the world had shifted under their feet.

Josh’s thoughts clawed back to his family. Voices he hadn’t heard in years suddenly screamed in his memory. He fumbled his phone, calling his father, his mother, then both of his sisters. They all kept ringing until they went to voicemail, each one of them.

He tries calling Brad, it didn’t ring once, it went straight to voicemail.

Finally, he tries calling Matt.

It rang once. Twice.

“Josh!” Matt’s voice exploded from the speaker, desperate. “Are you okay?”

“Yes,” Josh rasped, chest heavy with relief. “What about everyone there?”

“They’re gone!” Matt screamed.

Josh froze.

“We were at the diner. One minute we were eating, the next—a loud sound. Then they were gone. Just clothes left. Gone!”

“What is happening?” Josh whispered, the words clawing out of his throat.

“Your sister always told me,” Matt said, voice shaking. “She always said there will be a day when the Lord calls us home.”

Josh’s grip faltered, his family is gone. All of them.

“You believe,” Josh forced out. “You follow Christ. Why are you still here?”

There is silence in the phone, then Matt’s voice, low, broken. “I always believed in living a good life. But the cross… the resurrection… I doubted. I guess my question was answered today.”

Tears blurred Josh’s vision. His chest squeezed until breathing hurt.

“Matt… stay in contact. I’ll grab some things from my house, then head your way. I—”

The sentence ended in a scream of metal.

An oncoming car drifted across the line, too fast for Josh to avoid.

The impact tore the world apart. Metal shrieked. Both cars spun, colliding again in a brutal second hit. Smoke poured upward in curling gray ribbons.

“Josh!” Matt’s voice screeched through the phone. “Josh! Are you okay?”

No answer. Only a guttural grunt, the sputter of Josh’s engine dying.

“Josh!” Matt shouted again.

A long pause. Then Josh’s voice, ragged. “Yes. I think I’m okay. Let me call you back. I need to check on the people in the other car.”

The line went dead.

Josh shoved the driver’s door open, stumbling out, blood dripping from his nose. The world swayed.

He staggered to the SUV he had struck. Inside, a man slumped against the glass, curly brown hair matted with blood. A red streak ran down the window like paint. His chest rose, faint, then slowly rose again.

Josh stood in the street, staring at possible death closing in—close enough to touch.





Chapter 2


 

Running late……Again

 

7:12 a.m. central

“It is time to go, kids; grab your backpacks,” Tom calls out, his voice echoing down the narrow hallway like a warning bell. His footsteps thunder against the wooden stairs as he takes them two at a time, the sound sharp in the morning stillness. He’s late again—always late. His shirt hangs untucked on one side, the knot of his tie a loose and crooked mess. A bitter aftertaste of toothpaste still lingers on his tongue, mixed with the faint tang of the coffee he never finished.

It’s always him who scrambles. Never the kids.

Sam and Amy wait at the bottom of the steps like two small soldiers on parade. Their backpacks are zipped tight, shoes tied in double knots, hair brushed smooth. Their eyes shine with a brightness that makes Tom’s chest ache. They’re always ready, disciplined in their little routines, while he’s the one spinning in chaos, dragging them into it like they’re running from a fire that isn’t there.

“We are ready, Daddy,” Amy chirps, her voice steady, older than her years. She slings Sam’s backpack across her small shoulder without complaint, balancing the weight alongside her own. At six, Sam is still small enough to lean against her without realizing he does it.

Tom bends low, breathless, and plants a quick kiss on Shelby’s cheek. She stands at the sink, her hands sunk into soapy dishwater, scrubbing the last of the kids’ breakfast plates. The faint aroma of coffee clings to her, mixed with lavender detergent. Her movements are calm, steady, grounding in the whirlwind he stirs.

“See you tonight,” he says quickly.

“See you tonight. Be careful,” she replies without looking up, her voice calm, unhurried, like it always is when the morning storm sweeps past her. The clink of porcelain and the soft rush of water fill the space between them.

Their mornings are ritual, practiced like clockwork. Tom drives the kids to school before work. Shelby logs in from her home office at eight, works her shift until three, and then fetches Amy and Sam before the rush of evening traffic. By five-thirty, supper waits on the table, and they sit down as a family, as if the act of eating together could hold everything steady.

But today is different, though none of them can sense it yet. The air tastes sharper, the sky outside painted a shade bluer, as though the world itself is holding its breath.

Shelby dries her hands, plucks a bagel from the counter, and heads toward her office. Two dogs’ pad at her heels, nails clicking against tile. “You guys stay quiet,” she murmurs to them, pulling the door closed behind her. She can’t risk a barking fit interrupting a client call.

 

7:25 a.m. Eastern

“Okay, kids,” Tom says, eyes darting between the traffic and the rearview mirror. His foot presses harder on the gas. “When I pull up to the school, you’ll need to jump out and rush in. We’re running behind.”

It’s the line he delivers every morning, a mantra as predictable as the sunrise.

“We know, Dad,” Amy replies, her voice carrying that familiar, exaggerated patience, like an adult humoring a child. She rolls her eyes at Sam with theatrical flair. Sam grins, his gap-toothed smile wide, that missing front tooth giving him a boyish charm that makes Tom laugh despite himself.

Ten years married. Two kids. Shelby and the children are his anchor in the storm. Without them, he knows he’d drift into nothing.

Church ties their lives together. Shelby’s whole life has been steeped in it—Bible studies, Sunday worship, evenings filled with scripture. Tom’s story is rougher, carved by mistakes. A DUI. The shame of standing before a judge, sentenced to Celebrate Recovery classes he didn’t want. He remembers sitting in those meetings, arms crossed, hearing the band play on Saturday nights. That’s where he first saw Shelby. That’s where something in him cracked, though he buried it for a long time.

Even after his court order ended, he kept coming back. Quiet in the back row. Listening. Doubting. Wanting. Six months later, he finally had the courage to speak to her. She looked at him with eyes that seemed to see through all his excuses, and that was the beginning.

But doubt never left him. It gnawed quietly, a shadow in the corners of his faith. Heaven, God, eternity—he never spoke the questions aloud. Shelby’s certainty was unwavering, almost frightening. His silence became mortar, holding up a belief that often felt paper-thin.

“All right, kids. Two cars away,” he mutters as the sedan creeps forward in the drop-off line. The heavy stench of exhaust seeps through the vents, clinging to his throat.

Amy and Sam scoop their backpacks from the floorboard.

“I’ll see you when I get home,” Tom says. “And hey—if Mom asks what you want for supper, tell her pizza. I’ve been craving her homemade pizza.”

“No, Dad,” Amy fires back immediately, her eyes cutting to Sam for reinforcement. “We want spaghetti. Don’t we, Sam?”

“Yeah, spaghetti!” Sam chimes in, his voice too loud, too eager.

Tom chuckles. “Okay, spaghetti it is. At least the sauce is close to the same. I’ll just close my eyes and pretend the noodles are crust.”

The parking attendant swings open the door, ushering the kids out. Their laughter lingers like perfume, hanging in the air long after Amy tugs Sam toward the school doors. Their small bodies vanish into the tide of children.

7:32 a.m. Central

The clock on the dashboard clicks over. Tom exhales, merging into the flow of cars. For a moment, the world feels perfectly normal.

Then the sky tears open.

A sound splits the air, violent and vast. It’s not thunder. Not an engine. It’s a shout that shakes his skull from the inside out, followed by a trumpet blast so colossal it feels ancient, eternal. Tom slams his palms over his ears. The pitch drills into his teeth, rattles his bones. His head vibrates like struck iron.

Children stagger, dropping their backpacks, hands clamped over their ears. Teachers stumble, faces twisted in pain. The sound is unbearable; more force than noise. And then—

It stops.

The silence that follows is worse.

Tom blinks, dizzy. The schoolyard has changed. Empty.

Clothes puddle across the asphalt like shed skins. Sneakers overturned, cartoon jackets crumpled, socks without feet. His gaze snags on two familiar piles: Amy’s pink sweater draped across Sam’s shirt, placed neatly as though folded by invisible hands. On top of it, the gleam of silver—her cross necklace catching the morning light.

Tom’s scream rips out of him, jagged and raw.

Behind him, a bump jars his car forward. He twists around. The vehicle behind him creeps, engine growling, but the driver’s seat is empty. A teacher rushes forward, diving inside to slam it into park. Her eyes lock with his, frantic. “What is going on?” she shouts.

“I don’t know!” Tom yells back, voice breaking. His knees hit the ground as he gathers his children’s belongings, his hands trembling. Their clothes are still warm, still carrying the faint shape of their small bodies. “My God!” he whispers, clutching the cross, his chest collapsing in on itself.

His mind goes straight to the Bible study they had at their house last month about the end times. The words, the warnings. They hadn’t been lessons. They’d been prophecy. And now it was here.

Tom stumbles back to his car, throwing everything into the passenger seat. His fingers fumble on the phone and he calls Shelby. It goes straight to voicemail. He tries again with the same result.

His hands grip the wheel until the leather creaks. Tears blur his vision as he dangles Amy’s necklace from the rearview mirror. The metal sways, catching light, marking time in the end of days.

Around him, the school grounds are a madhouse. Parents scream, tearing at their clothes, demanding answers no one has. Teachers sob openly. A father, face twisted with rage, draws a pistol. “Where is my child?” he roars. Faculty beg him to lower it, voices pleading. He fires and the crack echoes like judgment. A teacher falls, lifeless.

Tom jolts into motion. No time. No words. Just survival.

He slams the car into gear and flees. In the mirror, the gunman stalks the lot, still firing into shadows. Cars scatter in every direction, drivers sobbing, swerving like insects caught in floodlight.

Tom turns left—toward emptiness. The right turn would choke him in traffic and wreckage. Left means open space. Left means a chance to get home to Shelby.

His phone lies silent on the seat beside the backpacks. He dials again and once more it goes to voicemail.

Tears streak his face. “God, forgive me,” he chokes. “Forgive me for doubting. For not believing enough. Take care of my family. I’ll live for You, no matter what’s left of me. Just… please.”

The road clogs ahead—abandoned cars, engines running, doors open like mouths frozen mid-scream. He swerves onto the shoulder, gravel spitting. From the city, the sound rises from the main road two blocks away—a chorus of wrecks, horns, human voices breaking into chaos.

He reaches for his phone, he needs news, confirmation. His eyes flick away from the road for just a second and the car drifts.

The impact is instant. As metal shrieks and glass cracks. His skull slams against the window, pain white-hot. Darkness swallows him whole.

 

Voices in the Dark

“Sir!” A voice, faint, distant, tugging at him.

“Sir, are you okay?”

Light stabs his eyes. The world is smeared red, blurred by blood. A tapping on his shoulder pulls him forward.

“Sir, we were in an accident. We hit each other. My name is Josh. Do you need help?”

The words fight their way through the haze. Tom blinks, realizes the car is still in drive, his foot clamped on the brake. Josh leans in, shifts it into park.

Tom turns, panic spiking. The backpacks and clothes. His gaze locks on the seat where they were but now this man sits. Relief crashes into him like a cruel wave when he sees the man placed them in the back seat.

“I… I think I’m okay,” Tom mutters, raising his hand to his temple. Warmth gushes across his palm, thick and wet. Blood.

“Let me look,” Josh says gently. His fingers probe the wound, careful, clinical. “It’s deep—about an inch. But not life-threatening.”

The window is cracked, jagged stars glittering in the glass. A shard juts out, stained with red. Josh digs napkins from the door pocket, presses them into Tom’s hand. “Hold this there and keep pressure.”

Tom obeys. Pain throbs with every heartbeat. “Thank you. I’m sorry—I only looked away for a second.”

Josh shakes his head. “Don’t apologize. The world’s gone mad.” Another crash booms nearby. He glances at his own car, smoking. “Mine’s done. I might need a ride, if that’s okay.”

Tom studies him. Short black hair. Clean-cut. Pajama pants and a T-shirt. He looks absurdly normal, dressed for a lazy morning, not the end of the world. “Did you wake up after it happened?”

“No,” Josh says quickly, catching the suspicion in Tom’s tone. “I work from home. I got up late this morning. I skipped grocery shopping last night. So I got up this morning and thought I’d grab drive-through before logging into my computer. That’s why I look like this.”

Tom exhales, trembling. “My wife works from home too. But I can’t reach her. My kids vanished at the school. Gone.” His voice breaks, collapsing under the weight.

Josh’s eyes soften. “I’m so sorry. Yeah… I just saw it at the church down the road. One second they were there, the next—they were gone.”

Tom’s stomach drops. The church. Shelby’s church. The place she would’ve been if she hadn’t been chained to her desk this morning.
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